CHAPTER III

CAR TO  CAVIARE

"DROWSINESS shall clothe a man with rags/3 quoted Rumi.
"The sloth knows no fatigue save that of idleness."

Admittedly our head had nodded; nodded almost off
in fact, lulled by the dull road and by an early start from
Hamadan, but we did not expect Rumi to point the fact.
We gave a sharp glance to see if he was getting at us, but
he was gazing at a prostrate policeman. Woe betide he
who was caught literally napping, for any car might
contain the person of His Imperial Magnificence. We
saw one sentry view us with alarm, and dash into the
blockhouse for the rifle he should have had by his side.
Some men lay at the foot of the sentry-box, heeding nothing
but their dreams, oblivious to any sense of duty; hands in
their pockets, sitting, smoking, or both; all in the pay of
the Shah. In fairness be it said that at our approach one
or two shuffled to their feet.

The road built by the Russians from Harnadan to
Kazvin and the Caspian was in good fettle, the best in all
Iran. We were able to drive at fifty or sixty miles an hour
for long stretches in comparative comfort. Most of the
other roads reduced our speed to nearer thirty, leaving us
even then apprehensive lest some hidden pot-hole send
us through the roof. We motored three hundred miles
that day. Enough in England. More than enough in
Iran. After long hours of hard going we crossed the
plateau, stretching over the rolling road to hills close in
their distance. The corn by the wayside was already ripe,
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